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The Next Twenty-five 


Jerry pulled a pair of black jeans up, over his hips. They had flap pockets in front and back which were 
accompanied by gold zippers. His belt was black leather with silver studs and a slightly oversized silver buckle. 
As he fastened the buckle, the hotel room's bathroom door opened and Stone stepped out with a towel around 
his waist. 


Stone stopped and gave Jerry a long, measuring look, starting at his bare feet and slowly traveling up his long 
legs, coming to rest at the tiny strip of bare stomach between the belt buckle and the solid black t-shirt he 


wore. "That's what you're wearing?” 

With a scowl, Jerry looked down at himself. "What's wrong with it?" He looked up at Stone with a bright grin. 
"Oh! | mean, | have a jacket, too." He reached down to the bed and picked up a black motorcycle jacket made of 
the softest, buttery leather. 


When he pulled it on, Stone made a slightly strangled, whimpering noise. "Fuck, baby." 


As Jerry pulled on a pair of light blue Converse, Stone was pulling on a pair of highly polished black dress 
shoes to go with his new black suit. 


Jerry stood and offered his husband a hand. "You look fucking incredible." When Stone took his hand, he pulled 
the other man to his feet and into a tight hug and whispered in his ear, "I am so fucking proud of you, my 
love. So proud” He stepped back and took Stone's hand, leading him to stand in front of a full-length mirror. 
Stone's smile was soft as a light blush touched his cheeks. Jerry stood behind him and swept his hands along 
the shoulders of that beautiful suit jacket. He tugged at one sleeve and then the other before lightly gripping 
the jacket at Stone's waist and giving it a gentle tug. 

"Look at you. Just look, baby. You are beautiful." 

"Feels weird." 

Jerry's hands slipped under the jacket and found the smooth, black leather of Stone's belt. His fingers glided 
along the belt until they touched the silver buckle. "Don't feel weird. Feel amazing. And later, when we come 
back here, you're gonna feel this belt on your sexy little ass." 


In a soft murmur, Stone replied, "Now, that will make me feel amazing.” 


After Jerry picked up his wallet and his phone and slipped them into his pockets, he picked up the beat-up, 
straw cowboy hat he wore on the flight into New York. 


Stone grabbed his wrist. "No." 

With a playful frown, Jerry pleaded. "Come on, please? Its part of the outfit, baby." 

"| said no." 

"But —" 

"Drop the hat, Cantrell” 

Jerry gave his husband a glare as he put the hat back down on the bed. "Fine." 

"And I'm the one who's gonna get the belt later. Keep it up, brat." Stone muttered as he reached for the door. 


He was quickly yanked back into Jerry's arms and before Stone had time to protest, Jerry planted a long, 


tender kiss on his lips. With a purr, Stone wrapped his arms around Jerry and leaned into him. 


"| wish | could say | was with you for every step of your incredible journey, Stone. But | love you and l'm so 


fucking happy to be with you now." 


Stone hugged his husband tighter and whispered in his ear, "Jerry, you were with me. You were always with 


Sitting at the table with the rest of the band and their spouses, Jerry sat a little taller, keeping an arm 
around Stone's shoulders. He could feel Stone's nervousness. His husband was coiled tighter than a spring. Jerry 


rubbed his shoulder in small circles with his fingers. 

"You're gonna be fucking amazing." He quietly said. 

"My heart is going to beat out of my chest" 

"Slow, deep breaths, my darling." 

"Need to make sure | can see you once l'm up there." 

"You will." 

Stone dropped a hand to Jerry's thigh and gave it a small squeeze. "Thank you." 
"My pleasure." 


When they stood to go up on the stage, the rest of the table stood, also. Jerry beamed at Stone as he clapped 
and smiled even wider when Stone grabbed his hands and pulled him into a soft, quick kiss. 


Stone stepped up to the microphone and fidgeted with his jacket as the applause died down. He looked out at 
the crowd and wrung his hands until his eyes found Jerry, who had moved his chair out into the aisle a little, 
away from the table. He smiled as their eyes met and Jerry gave him a little nod. 


"And lastly, | would like to thank our amazing spouses. Um, my amazing husband, Jerry, who has, in one way 
or another, been a huge part of our lives and has been with us every step of the way. | would also like to 


thank my mom and dad, my sisters and their families. Thank you all for giving us this opportunity." 


As he stepped away from the mic, their eyes met again and a thousand more words of love and gratitude 
were conveyed in a single glance. Jerry tilted his head and mouthed, "| love you" and then his lip began to 
tremble when April Cameron gently rubbed his shoulder. 


Initially, when Stone asked him, Jerry refused. He claimed it was their moment and nobody wanted to see him 
on the stage. But Stone knew how to appeal to his husband and when he told Jerry that he really enjoyed 
playing with him and that he wanted to share the moment with him in all the ways he possibly could, Jerry, of 
course, relented The evening ended with everybody on stage, playing Rocking In The Free World. Jerry and 
Stone faced one another for nearly the entire song, each of them taunting the other, leaning in and leaning 


back. 


Jerry reached across and flicked his guitar pick over Stone's strings while he gave him a daring look. Stone 


responded with a surprised laugh and then reached over and flattened his palm against Jerry's strings. 


When the song was over, Jerry wrapped an arm around his husband's neck and pulled him in close. He spoke 


softly into Stone's ear. "Can we skip the after party?" 


They couldn't, of course. But after an hour of smiling and shaking hands and hugging, Jerry grabbed his 
husband and they made their excuses, which nobody believed, and left. 


The expensive suit and the jeans and t-shirt ended up in a pile on the floor as both men fell into bed, hungrily 
kissing while their hands roamed over each other's bodies. Jerry rolled onto his back and his hand flew out 
beside him and touched his hat. He picked it up and set it on Stone's head with a smirk. 


"Ride me, cowboy." 


As Stone moved to straddle his husband, he adjusted the hat and smirked at Jerry. "I'll ride you, but if you 


ever call me cowboy again, this marriage is over." 


Jerry laughed as he sat up and wrapped an arm around Stone's neck, pulling him down into another kiss. 


As the sun rose over the lush, damp New York spring morning, Jerry awoke with his arms and legs tangled 
around his husband. He carefully lifted his head to find Stone still fast asleep. With a little sigh, he dropped his 
head back to the pillow and gently squeezed Stone. Whether it was the ceremony the previous night or the 
bright green leaves unfurling on the trees outside or the way his entire body seemed to buzz with a delicious 
ache, Jerry felt renewed and inspired, confident that he and Stone could weather whatever the next twenty- 


five years would bring. 


